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Sufficed at length, she warbled in her throat,
And tuned her voice to many a merry note,
But indistinct, and neither sweet nor clear,
Yet such as sooth'd my soul, and pleased my ear.

Her short performance was no sooner tried,
When she I sought, the nightingale, replied :
So sweet, so shrill, so variously she sung,
That the grove echoed, and the valleys rung ;
And I so ravish7 d with her heavenly note,
I stood intranced, and had no room for thought,
But, all o'er-power'd with ecstacy of bliss,
Was in a pleasing dream of paradise.
At length I waked, and, looking round the bower,
Search'd every tree, and pried on every flower,
If anywhere by chance I might espy
The rural poet of the melody,
For still methought she sung not far away ;
At last I found her on a laurel spray.
Close by my side she sat, and fair in sight,
Full in a line against her opposite ;
Where stood with eglantine the laurel twined,
And both their native sweets were well conjoined.

On the green bank I sat, and listen'd long,
(Sitting was more convenient for the song)
Nor till her lay was ended could I move,
But wish'd to dwell for ever in the grove ;
Only methought the time too swiftly pass'd,
And every note I fear'd would be the last.
My sight, and smell, and hearing, were employ'd,
And all three senses in full gust enjoy'd ;
And what alone did all the rest surpass,
The sweet possession of the fairy place :
Single, and conscious to myself alone
Of pleasures to the excluded world unknown ;
Pleasures which nowhere else were to be found,
And all Elysium in a spot of ground.

Thus while I sat intent to see and hear,
And drew perfumes of more than vital air,
All suddenly I heard th' approaching sound
Of vocal music, on the enchanted ground ;
An host of saints it seem'd, so full the quire,
As if the bless'd above'clid all conspire
To join their voices, and neglect the lyre.
At length there issued from the grove behind
A fair assembly of the female kind ;
A train less fair, as ancient fathers tell,
Seduced the sons of heaven to rebel.
I pass their form, and every charming grace,
Less than an angel would their worth debase ;
But their attire, like liveries of a kind
All rich and rare, is fresh within my mind :
In velvet white as snow the troop was gown'd,
The seams with sparkling emeralds set around;
Then? hoods and sleeves the same, and purflcd o'er
With diamonds, pearls, and all the shining store
Of eastern pomp ; their long descending train,
With rubiesedged, and sapphires, swept the plain;
High on their heads, with jewels richly set,
Each lady wore a radiant coronet,

Beneath the circles, all the quire was graced
With chaplets green on their fair foreheads placed;
Of laurel some, of woodbine many more,
And wreaths of Agnus castus others bore:
These last, who with those virgin crowns were

dress'd,

Appear'd in higher honour than the rest.
They danced around; but in the midst was seen
A lady of a more majestic mien,
By stature and by beauty mark'd their sovereign

queen.

She in the midst began with sober grace ;
Her servants' eyes were fix'd upon her face,
And, as she moved or turn'd, her motions view'd,
Her measures kept, and step by step pursued.
Methought she trod the ground with greater

grace,

With more of godhead shining in her face ;
And as in beauty she surpass'd the quire,
So, nobler than the rest, was her attire.
A crown of ruddy gold inclosed her brow,
Plain without pomp, and rich without a show ;
A branch of Agnus "castus in her hand
She bore aloft (her sceptre of command :)
Admired, adored by all the circling crowd,
For wheresoever she turn'd her face, they bow'd:
And as she danced, a roundelay she sung,
In honour of the laurel, ever young:
She raised her voice on high, and sung so clear,
The fawns came scudding from the groves to

hear:

And all the bending forest lent an ear.
At every close she made, th' attending throng
Replied, and bore the burden of the song :
So just, so small, yet in so sweet a note,
It seem'd the music melted in the throat.

Thus dancing on, and singing as they danced.
They to the middle of the mead advanced,
Till round my arbour a new ring they made.
And footed it about the secret shade.
O'erjoy'd to see the jolly troop so near,
But somewhat awed, I shook with holy fear ;
Yet not so much, but that I noted well
Who did the most in song or dance excel.

UPON THE EARL  OF DUNDEE.

FROM THE LATIN OF DR.  PJTCAIRN.

0 LAST and best of Scots ! who didst maintain
Thy country's freedom from a foreign reign ;
New people fill the land now thou art gone,
New gods the temples, and new kings the throne.
Scotland and thee did each in other live ;
Nor wouldst thou her, nor could she thee, survive.
Farewell, who dying didst support the state,
And couldst not fall but with thy country's fate.